





September 26 = Chairs of blond wood are lined up inside the circus 
ring. After his effort at flight, Guido is led by the arms into the center of 


the arena and handed to the reporters. 

It is one o’clock. We have been sitting bareheaded in the sun for three 
hours. 

Guido is led on to the platform. Now we reporters must all rush the 
platform, screaming questions as if they were insults. Fellini had given us 
note pads and pencils and asked us to write out our questions; then we 
read them to him, and he selected those that we are to ask. 

We have been shooting for two days, and we are still far from the 
lynching, as it is described in the scenario (Sequence 43). 


September 27 We are told to report for makeup despite the 
clouds; but at eleven o’clock it begins to rain, and it looks as if the coming 
and going of stagehands is going to turn into a general retreat. 

Wrong. Fellini, in black raincoat and hat under an umbrella, stands 
beside the camera, near the workmen’s shanty, with Mirella and the 
cameramen. The chairs are lined up again in the middle of the ring, getting 
a quick coat of black paint. But Fellini calls to the painter: “That’s enough, 
that’s enough! Get out of camera range! Marcello, go on.” 

The scene is the death dream. Marcello comes out from under the con- 
ference table, from which the missile models have disappeared. He goes 
into the ring, brushing himself distractedly, and stares at the vast black 
curtain that blocks out the stairway, like the curtains over the doors of a 
church where a funeral is being held. 

Between takes, Fellini runs his hand over his face, his fingers pressing 
on his forehead and round his eyes. Several times he takes off his hat, 
smooths his mussed hair, and pushes the hat back to hold it in place. 
“Close-up!” 

The camera is brought right up to the platform and the table. The rain 
goes on, evenly. Marcello has a horrible hole in his forehead, much more 
upsetting, I feel, than a real wound. The rain becomes more energetic. 
Federico and Gianni dip their shoes in black paint and then walk across a 
sheet of plastic to leave footprints on it. A third umbrella is brought. The 
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